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various trinkets about his person still confessed their
inability to inspire confidence. In front was the same
old stall, laden with innumerable, mysterious pack-
ages, all thickly wrapped in tissue paper; and by the
side of the stall stood the inevitable assistant, silent,
dejected, unshaven, looking like a rough and shabbier
copy of his master, or perhaps a poor relation. Nothing
had changed. The great man still flourished the sign
of his office, a wooden mallet with a ponderous head,
with which he hammered upon the stall from time to
time as a sort of dramatic punctuation.

Best of all, his voice, that one talent which removed
him from common men, was there in all its pristine
fullness. He spoke in the manner of his kind; in that
accent which owns no shire, city, or clan, and yet is
heard in all the marketplaces in the land. His very
whispered confidences were enough to stir the old
bones in the neighbouring churchyard. The crowd,
trying to appear sophisticated, was held and mastered
by the voice that was trumpeting, cajoling, mocking,
within the space of one mighty breath, and yet still
went sounding on, dropping manna by the way. Un-
knowingly he was a passionate votary of the art that
has now nearly forsaken the pulpit and the council
chamber. We, his audience, stifled all doubts, and
waited, promise-crammed.

There was little or no alteration in his methods.
Whether they have been designed, once for all, by
some Master Psychologist of cheap-jacks, or are the
result of accumulated experience, a secret tradition